CHAPTER  V
NAMES AND FANCIES

The country of the Air Mail Route between the
Euphrates and Jordan became to me a wonderland; the
more I got to know its hills and wadis and lonely uplands,
the more did I feel like a child roaming through a land
of fable, To the pilot hurrying along the track on his
urgent mission the regions on either side were forbidden
kingdoms, the frontiers of which he could not cross.
This country never seems the same; every time you go
across it looks at you differently. It possesses number-
less moods, and changes its expression almost like a
human face. Sometimes it beams with wide-open eyes;
sometimes it looks mournful; sometimes listless, and at
rare intervals it stares with a long-drawn scowl. It is
most exhilarating to fly when the dry wind hums over its
amber face, and when the wings of the aeroplane lift to
the unseen rollers passing by or breaking round in trans-
parent spray.

Of all the features of the desert that are visible not
many have names that we know. The Bedou have their
.names doubtless, but they are not written down yet
So I came to invent my own names for some, which are
wholly unpractical and do not even possess the virtue of
being short, I have marked them on my sketch maps
because they pleased me. Other places took names, as all
such places in this world will, from events that happened
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